34                   A LAST CONFESSION

Eleven years before, when first I found her                 50

Alone upon the hill-side ;  and her curls

Shook down in the warm grass as she looked up

Out of her curls in my eyes bent to hers.

She might have served a painter to pourtray

That heavenly child which in the latter days

Shall walk between the lion and the lamb.

I had been for nights in hiding, worn and sick

And hardly fed ;  and so her words at first

Seemed fitful like the talking of the trees

And voices in the air that knew my name.                  60

And I remember that I sat me down

Upon the slope with her, and thought the world

Must be all over or had never been,

We seemed there so alone.    And soon she told me

Her parents both were gone away from her.

I thought perhaps she meant that they had died ;

But when I asked her this, she looked again

Into my face, and said that yestereve

They kissed her long, and wept and made her weep.

And gave her all the bread they had with them,         70

And then had gone together up the hill

Where we were sitting now, and had walked on

Into the great red light:   f and so,' she said,

61 have come up here too ;  and when this evening

They step out of the light as they stepped in,

I shall be here to kiss them,'    And she laughed.

Then I bethought me suddenly of the famine ;
And how the church-steps throughout all the town,
When last I had been there a month ago,
Swarmed with starved folk ;   and how the bread was
weighed                                                               80

By Austrians armed ;  and women that I knew
For wives and mothers walked the public street,
Saying aloud that if their husbands feared
To snatch the children's food, themselves would stay
Till they had earned it there.    So then this child
Was piteous to me ; for all told me then
Her parents must have left her to God's chance,